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Ten Times 


The first time it happened, James decided to blame it on the booze. It was as good an excuse as any, and it 
really made a lot of sense when he thought about it. What else would explain him waking up in a bed next to 
the tiny Dane he had only met a week and some change before? Well, if Lars had been a chick, here might be 
something else to explain it, but he wasn't, so it had to have been the booze. Yeah, he had said it in that "I 
love you, man!" kind of way. The two boys, both of them seventeen years old, were straight as the day is long, 
even if Lars did have a few strange European habits, but then, he had grown up over in Denmark, so James 


just accepted it as Lars's weirdness and left it at that. 


James and Lars had been sitting in Lars's room, listening to some records that Lars had brought back with 
him from Europe last time he had been back home to visit relatives. Diamond Head had been blaring over the 
speakers, the two had been sharing a fifth of Jack Daniels. They had been talking about music, jamming 
together, listening to music, reading music magazines. Yeah, they were both rather obsessed, but it was an 
almost instantaneous kinship between them. The last thing James remembered from the night before was 
changing the side of the record and stumbling back over to collapse on the side of the bed, laughing about 
something or another Lars had said. They must have both just passed out. No big deal. 


The second time it happened, James decided the blame could be placed on excitement. October 28, 198l was the 


date, and Lars had called James that morning all excited because they had a spot on a record. Metal Massacre. 
It was official. They were really going to do this. The two had talked for hours and hours about what song to 
do, should they settle and just get "anyone" to play with them, or should they do it themselves. Finally settling 
on the song and deciding that they didn't want "just anyone", they wanted people they could work with, people 
who's dreams and abilities matched their own. The last thing James remembered was taking one last swig of 
beer and snorting at something Lars had said. Then the next morning, waking up with the diminutive drummer 


curled against him. 


The third time it happened, James blamed it on anxiety. He wasn't exactly a huge "people" person. That's one of 
the biggest reasons that he and Lars got along so perfectly. The drummer may be tiny, but James could hide 
behind him and let Lars do all the talking, then all he had to do was talk to Lars when no one else was around 
and the two of them could make decisions together. It worked perfectly for them. Until Ron had quit, that was. 
Now they had to interview for a new bassist. And it had to be fast, because they had gigs lined up, what with 
their demo, "No Life ‘Till Leather" coming out. He and Lars had been to nearly every local club in the last two 
weeks, listening to different bands, and until tonight, when they had heard this guy, Cliff Burton play..well, the 
rest of that band was shit, but Cliff, he had talent. Now they just had to talk him around to joining Metallica 
He and Lars had spent hours sitting in James's room this time, trying to decide how they were going to 
manage it. It didn’t really surprise him this time when he woke up the following morning with Lars wrapped 
around him. 


The fourth time it happened, James decided that it was because they were nervous. The band had just moved 
to New York, they were basically living in the upstairs of a warehouse that Anthrax was letting them use. 
What little money any of them had they used to get them from San Fran to New York. They were living 
pretty much hand to mouth. Living on a hope and a dream. Waiting for something, anything to happen to either 
pull the rug out from under them, or to send them soaring into the clouds. It was cold, there was no heat, 
they had nothing but a couple threadbare U-Haul blankets between the four of them to keep warm in a New 
York winter. It only made sense that he and Lars would curl up together for warmth. And he couldn't be held 
responsible for things he whispered when he was half asleep. 


The fifth time it happened, James knew damn good and well it was protective anger. Dave, that fucker, had 
gotten drunk as a skunk earlier that night and had gone after Lars. James hadn't been much closer to sober 
than Dave was, but seeing Dave hit Lars had seemed to sober him right up. He had refused to think about the 
things seeing that had made him feel, simply pulled to his feet, stormed across the barroom floor, pulled Lars 
behind him and punched Dave square in his glass jaw. Satisfaction had filled him as he watched Mustaine fall to 
the floor, then he had simply turned and drug Lars out of there with him. It seemed only right, when he had 
awoken the next morning with Lars curled around him. He was there so Dave wouldn't catch him alone while 


James was sleeping. Dave, needless to say, was gone. NO ONE touched his Lars. 


The sixth time it happened, it was almost anticlimactic. They had kicked Dave out of the band that morning, and 
the next day Kirk was coming in to join them. They were all uncertain, maybe even a little scared. Dave had 
been, well, there was really no other way to say it than "the anti-Christ", but the demon they knew versus 
the demon they didn't? And Dave may have been an asshole offstage, but they had chemistry when they were 
playing together. Kirk? Well, he could play, but would he fit in with them the same way? James, Lars, and Cliff 


had sat around the warehouse after walking Dave to the bus station and proceeded to get completely smashed. 
To date, James could still hear the first word Kirk had spoken to them in person. His almost too pretty face 


leering down at him with Lars still snoring and drooling against his chest. "How rock and roll" 


The seventh time it happened, James decided it was sheer exhaustion They were in the recording studio, this 
time on someone else's money. They were writing new material. They were doing gigs. There were interviews, 
photo shoots, appearances. Time was something they didn't know the meaning of any longer, and they were stil 
as poor as sewer rats. And now, there were all these new people coming into their lives, trying to tell them 
what they should be doing, how they should dress, what they should say. And worse, they expected James to 
TALK. In retrospect, it only made sense that he would cling even more to Lars than normal. Yes, exhaustion and 
fear were the reason Not to mention he'd seen the way Kirk looked at their tiny drummer, like he wanted to 


take him away from him or something. Okay, maybe paranoia had something to do with it, too. 


The eighth time it happened, James blamed it on Lars. He blamed it on flowing, sandy blond hair that hung down 
around him like a curtain and really felt silkier than any guy's hair had a right to feel. He blamed it on that 
tiny, lithe, slender body that at a quick glance was more suited to a chuck than a dude. He blamed it on those 
huge green eyes that stared up at him like he had all the answers in the universe and made him feel like some 
kind of mix between a super hero and a god. He blamed it on that infectious pixie grin that made James feel 
much more like a sinner than a saint with everything it made him think and feel. Funny thing was, he didn't 


resent him for it. No, he just put the blame on Lars where it rightfully belonged and carried on as before. 


The ninth time it happened, James blamed it on a strange mix of grief and relief. It had been two years since 
the last time he'd said it, the last time being the night they had signed to Electra. He really didn't like talking 
about emotions, and yeah, it was Lars's fault anyway, he'd decided that last time. But that night, he was 
hurting, broken, drowning in grief. All three of them were. Cliff was dead. His friend, his mentor, his brother, 
Cliff Burton was dead. It could have been any of them. It shouldn't have happened. And along with that horrible 
grief, he couldn't stop that little voice in the back of his head that kept whispering that it could have been 
Lars instead. He spent the night alternating between destroying their hotel room in a fit of rage, crying, and 


clinging to Lars telling him over and over that he loved him and begging him to never leave him. 


The tenth time it happened, James finally figured out it was time that he just accepted it. It was a month 
after Cliff had died. A month and a day, to be exact, and they had recruited a new bassist. He and Lars had 
talked at length about what to do after Cliffs funeral. And once they had figured out that they were going to 
carry on, they had talked to Kirk, as well, and made it a true group decision They had looked around, and finally 
decided upon open auditions. No one would ever truly replace Cliff, but they needed a new bassist. Jason was 
actually easy to find. The first fifteen or so people who came in were poor imitations of a Cliff Burton tribute. 
Jason, while not the best bassist ever, at least not at that time, had a style that would compliment them, but 
was his own. He came in to be Jason Newsted, not Cliff Burton. And as a whole, they appreciated that. Not to 
mention, James saw something in the way Kirk was looking at him, something that whispered to him that 
maybe, just maybe, Kirk would turn his attention to the Newkid and stop watching Lars. Relief made him say it, 
sober for the first time, but something. Maybe it was the way Lars looked at him, that surprise mixed with 
delight mixed with awe and yeah, love shining in his eyes, too. Maybe it was the way Lars's hand came over 


and took his own, squeezed it just once in a reassuring manner before turning to Newkid and telling him he was 


in. Or maybe it was the fact that he hadn't meant to let it slip out like that, but suddenly he felt the weight 
of the world lifting off his shoulders. Finally, everything just felt right. 


